The Peninsular War

whose victories in far-off India made little impression on
Europe. He had still to prove himself before the world at
large. There was only one person who completely trusted
him, and that was himself, for he felt surging up within him,
that great power which knows not defeat, but rolls ever
onward like a mighty torrent carrying away doubts and
difficulties in the resistless flood of its swirling waters.

Well was it for the peace of the world that he felt this
power; for a weaker man would have gone down before the
obstacles which lay across his path. Besides the material
difficulties which enveloped him, he was shackled by his own
code of honour. He must wage war humanely and honestly,
paying his way as he went, taking nothing by extortion,
no easy matter on an often empty purse. He must conduct
the brutal business as mercifully as possible, protecting the
non-combatant population j and punishing with the utmost
severity all acts of cruelty and oppression.

It is of these shackles which bound him, and the load under
which he struggled forward that the following pages treat.
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